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	1. the mission

**psa: **This is literally just going to be a Jerza drabble dump. Mostly fluffy. (Yes, I know I have a dump of one-shots **sugar sweet** but I'm reserving that one for longer pieces while this compilation is Jerza of more or less under 1K and mostly requests?) I don't know. Call it **one minute fluff**.

But anyway, on with the show. With much love, thir13enth.

* * *

><p><strong>tumblr anon asks for: <strong>prompt 24 ("You're the only one I trust to do this") + Jerza

...

**notes: **Of course, dear anon. This is **Jerza**. Of fucking _**course**_, I'll do this one.

* * *

><p>"You're the only one I trust to do this."<p>

He looks up at her.

She's crouched and hunched over, her back strained in the most contorted way he's ever witnessed on her graceful figure. There's sweat caked over her dusted face, and her hands are littered with cuts. She's thrown her blade to the side, focusing completely on the job at hand. She returns a determined gaze to him, one mixed with hesitant anticipation yet full confidence in him.

Her fingers tremble as she hands him the red jewel, and he carefully receives it from her.

This ruby represents everything she has worked for since the sun rose, and he knows that this is the one moment that will define her victorious or set back, the challenge too great.

But there is no challenge too great for Erza, and Jellal is determined to prove it.

"Of course, Erza," he assures her. "I won't let you down."

And he hovers it over the center of the white expanse before them.

It is a difficult task—to drop it exactly in the perfect place. But an even more difficult task is holding back the chuckle that is tickling at the base of his throat.

Eventually he snorts.

"Did you just _snort_?" she glances up at him, looking betrayed and ultra-offended.

"I'm sorry, Erza," he apologizes with a guffaw, and then laughs whole-heartedly.

"This is the most important mission of my life!" she reminds him angrily. Her cheeks are flushed red like her frazzled hair after a long day.

He quiets his amusement. "Yes, yes, I know, love. I'm sorry."

And he places the strawberry at the most perfect spot on the vanilla-frosted shortcake, finishing the dessert. She sighs with relief and he smiles, glad to have met her expectations. He takes the kitchen knife that she's set aside on the counter and hands it back to her, handle first.

"Can I trust you to cut this cake without hurting yourself?" he asks, nodding at her strawberry juice-stained hands and the small accidental slices on her fingers from previous fruit-and-knife mishandling.

She pouts. "Of course, I can," she insists, taking the utensil from him and holding the edge at the radius of the strawberry shortcake.

She slices, and she sighs pleasantly, knowing that everything in the world is right: her day, her Jellal, and her cake.

He sighs in relief at the lack of injuries, and then he wraps his arms around her waist, presses his chest against her back, and kisses the shell of her ear. "Happy birthday, Erza."

* * *

><p><strong>thir13enth<strong>


	2. wanna bet

**tumblr anon asks for: **prompt 18 ("Wanna bet?") + Jerza

* * *

><p><strong>notes: <strong>Dear anon, originally I only did #24 for you, but I suddenly was struck with an idea and decided to do this one as well. I hope you don't mind. ;) Sorry again, that this is late. But now I'm back and full force, catching up with requests.

* * *

><p>"Wanna bet?"<p>

And as classical physics dictated, everything that day went completely wrong.

Sure, he had prepared for the snow, but he didn't expect the rain when nature decided to give him a fuck you to his plans and make the fresh three inches of white soft snow turn into three inches of frozen slippery slush.

Sure, he had taken care to hold on tight to her hand while she skipped on ahead of him, but he didn't expect her to slip when friction gave up and let her fall straight to the wet and cold ground, making for a very sore butt.

Sure, he had brought an extra pair of gloves because he knew that Erza would have probably forgotten to tuck them into her jacket pockets just in case she got colder than she liked to admit the weather made her, but he didn't expect the splash of gutter water that gravity rained down on her when a speeding car whizzed past them.

Sure, he did his best to try to make the day perfect, but he had learned a long time ago that it was the imperfections in life that made all the other moments so much better.

So he sat her down for dinner, and glumly she sat in the booth seat across from him, putting the dripping umbrella down onto the floor next to her soaked legs—the aftermath of a torrent of street water and a bad fall on the sidewalk a few blocks earlier. She pulled off her coat and unwrapped her neck from her damp scarf and sighed, adjusting her seat to make herself comfortable.

"You okay?" he asked her, looking up to meet her eyes.

"No," she replied, with a stiff pout, and then reached for the menu before letting out a yelp after a static shock zapped her hand. "Definitely not," she revised, waving her electrocuted fingers around.

He studied the features of her face carefully for her real feelings behind her terse words. She was complaining, yes—but she was far less capricious than the weather.

"I'm sorry," he apologized with a gentle smile. "We just need to eat, walk back home, and then we can hop into a nice warm shower before we can cuddle to sleep, okay?"

Her eyes smiled at this reminder but her lips remained in an exaggerated frown. "My socks are all wet. That's the worst feeling ever."

"I know, I'm sorry," he said again. "But I wanted to take you out tonight."

She huffed. "Today's the worst day ever."

He reached over the table to cradle her hands within both of his, thumbing the smooth skin of the backs of her fingers. "Well, at least you'll remember it then."

"I'm not going to remember a terrible day like this when we've had so many better dates," she quickly retorted, wrinkling her nose.

"Yes, you will," he argued, teasingly. "This is our fourth anniversary, after all."

"Four is a cursed number anyway," she remarked.

"You can't possibly forget such a terrible day."

"Wanna bet?" she challenged.

He smiled, his left thumb tracing the bare skin of her right ring finger and thinking of the small square box in his pocket.

"Yeah."

* * *

><p><strong>notes: <strong>I'm feeling ultra fluff these days. Maybe it has to do with the fact that I got to see my partner again after 6 months...just maybe... ;)

**thir13enth**


	3. opportunistic

**tumblr anon asks for: **prompt 38 ("It's not what it looks like…") + Jerza

* * *

><p><strong>notes<strong>: Also whoops, this turned lightly NSFW. With warnings, my friends.

* * *

><p>He swings the door to the bedroom open and he definitely doesn't expect to find what he sees.<p>

Erza is lying seductively on the bed. She is naked, save the lingerie that she has on.

It's a new set of lingerie. Lacy white is a color he hasn't seen on her yet.

He's definitely sure of that.

What he's not sure of is what to make of her—in bed, in lingerie, in seduction—practically encouraging him to take her right then and there.

She gasps, immediately sitting up and pulling the covers as best as she can over her body.

"Y-you're early!"

He blinks a few times. "Sorry," he apologizes, and then he tries his best to look away while he comes into the room and starts to get undressed from his work clothes.

He makes sure to close the door behind him.

"I swear," she adds. "It's not what it looks like!"

"Like what?" he asks, turning his back to her and facing the closet. A small smile has perched on his lips. He watches her flushed face in the reflection of the mirror in front of him.

Her face grows more red. "I was just trying it on!"

"Well, then you have uncanny timing," he replies, pulling off the button shirt and tossing it into the laundry in the corner of the room. Before he pulls off his undershirt, he approaches his partner and kisses her lightly on the forehead. "I like that on you."

"Thank you," she says quietly, but then raises her voice again. "But really! I wasn't just doing all this because…you know…" She fades off, but then starts again. "I thought you were going to be back later!"

He laughs. "Whatever the truth, I'm not one to turn down opportunities," he purrs. He lifts her chin up to face him and his lips hover over her lips. His eyes flicker from her mouth to her eyes, and he locks his gaze on her and whispers, "So can I have this one?"

Her voice catches in her throat. "Y-yes," she gulps.

"Fantastic," he breathes and then envelops her mouth with his lips.

"Mmm." She responds with full force, settling her hands on either sides of his hips and coaxing his body into bed. She slips a hand, two beneath his shirt, running her fingertips up and down his warm smooth skin. She rests her right palm just over his belt buckle, and then she questioningly hums when feeling the hard swell just under her fingers.

"What's this, Jellal?" she asks him, with a teasing smile. She looks down for a moment before catching his eyes again.

"Well," he replies, turning her previous remark on her. "It's _exactly_ what it looks like."

* * *

><p><strong>notes: <strong>;) Thank you so so so much for the reviews everyone! I really appreciate them and they keep me writing!

**thir13enth**


End file.
